Count Pretty, we had called him. I thought with regret of the
curly-haired, ladylike Count Pretty. I had seen him a week or
two before, in a most becoming uniform, all looped and tasselled
and braided, walking with Rohm through the Tiergarten.
About the same time I had seen him at Rohm's elbow on the
night that Rohm sang us a stentorian song of praise about his
three million Storm Troopers. Now Count Pretty had ended
in a pool of blood, beside his chief.

Heines shot, Heydebreck shot, Hayn shot. All men who had
gone on fighting after the war, against the Poles in Silesia and
the French in the Ruhr, men who had been with Hitler from
the start, men who understood nothing but soldiering and fight-
ing, products of the fifty years of blood and iron that began in
1864 and reached their explosive climax in 1914. The National
Socialist revolution was eating its children.

Hullo! General von Schleicher shot. Frau von Schleicher shot
The revolution was devouring some that were not its children.

Nine names were contained in this first list of the dead on
June soth, 1934.

An official statement on July yth said, cAlthough it is known
that the number of traitors shot is under fifty grotesque figures
are being bruited about.*

Seventy-seven was the number given by Hitler in his speech
of self-exculpation on July I3th.

Some years later I lent a German diplomat in another
country Konrad Heiden's book about Hitler. In the chapter
about the great clean-up of June 3Oth are the words, The number
of dead cannot be stated. Three hundred is the probable
minimum, one thousand not improbable*.

In the margin against this passage when I got the book back
I found the pencilled note '1,176!'

I believe this is the exact number of the persons shot in
Germany on June 30th, 1934.

Nadya had a few hours to spare and we took the car and drove
through the town to see what was afoot. Groups of Berliners
stood discussing the news. Rohm shot, Rohm to whom Hitler
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